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recovery. The spirit of a woman who is about to give birth
to a child may be seen sitting on the veranda of the house.
A wizard is called. He may catch the spirit in his gauntlet
or drive it away with his broom. If he brings the spirit back
to the woman, she is at once delivered of her child.1
Among the Kai of Northern New Guinea when a native
doctor or magician is called in to visit a patient, the only
question with him is whether the sickness is caused by a sor-
cerer or by a ghost.    To decide this nice point he takes a
boiled taro over which he has pronounced a charm.    This he
bites, and if he finds a small stone in the fruit, he decides that
ghosts are the cause of the malady ; but if on the other hand
he detects a minute roll of leaves he knows that the sufferer
is bewitched.    In the latter case the obvious remedy is to
discover the sorcerer and to induce him, for an adequate
consideration, to give up the tube in which he has bottled up
a portion of the sick man's soul.    If the magician refuses to
give it up the resources of the physician are not yet exhausted.
He now produces his whip or scourge for souls.    This valu-
able instrument consists, like a common whip, of a handle with
a lash attached to it, but what gives it the peculiar quality
that distinguishes it from all other whips is the small packet
tied to the end of the lash. The packet contains a certain herb,
and the sick man and his friends must all touch it in order to
impregnate it with the volatile essence of their souls.    Armed
with this potent implement the doctor goes by night into the
depth of the forest; for the darkness of night and the solitude
of the forest are necessary for the delicate operation which this
good physician of souls has now to perform.    Finding him-
self alone he whistles for the lost soul of the sufferer, and if
only the sorcerer by his infernal craft has not yet brought it
to death's door, the soul appears at the sound of the whistle ;
for it is strongly attracted by the soul-stuff of its friends in the
packet.    But the doctor has still to catch it, a feat that is not
so easily accomplished as might be supposed.    It is now that
the whip of souls comes into play.    Suddenly the doctor heaves
up his arm and lashes out at the truant soul with all his might.
If only he hits it, the business is done, the soul is captured, the
doctor carries it back to the house in triumph, and restores it
1 E. Baxter Riley, Among Papuan ffcadhunters, pp. 296